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was the clatter of human feet on the two pavements. Never
had the poetry of the anonymous human tread struck him as
poignantly as it did here. He found himself recalling the fa-
mous passages in Keats about this sound, as the poet imagined
its rising among the classic towers of Corinth or the gothic
arches of Chichester. He would even try sometimes to dis-
tinguish the tread of a man from the tread of a woman when
a chance hush in the stir of the thoroughfare threw into special
emphasis the steps of some solitary pedestrian. On this par-
ticular Candlemas morning, windless and warm, though grey
and cloudy, Dud had propped open a little the lower portion of
his old-fashioned attic-window. For this purpose he had not
scrupled, in the absent-minded impatience of his fast and furi-
ous work, to use a large edition of Malory.
His burst of inspiration, such as it was, having exhausted
itself, and his pen having lost its magic, Dud felt ashamed of
what he had done with this particular book, and he proceeded
to substitute a piece of firewood.
As he made the exchange, and in the process opened the
window wider, he was conscious of a particularly refreshing
breath of air coming in. "From the southwest it comes,*' he
thought, "from Maiden Castle." And he remembered how
Claudius had been speaking lately of taking him over there
and of showing him the site of the last excavations. "But I
must see it by myself first," he thought. "I'm damned if I'll go
with him to such a place till I've got my own impressions of it!"
Since his childhood Dud had obscurely linked his mother's
bed-post demon with Malory's Questing Beast; and still seated
in his chair by the window, he now began hurriedly turning
over the pages of the volume, searching for the familiar passages
relating to this legendary being. Deeply implicit in the old dark
religion of his mother's people, the hunting of this monster
was apparently confined to one particular family, of whom
Malory only knew two, Pellenore and Palomides, who might
have been father and son.
Dud soon found the passage he wanted and read for the hun-
dredth time the following words: "And this meanwhile there
came Sir Palomides, the good knight, following the Questing
Beast that had in shape a head like a serpent's head, and a body
like a leopard, buttocks like a lion, and footed like an hart; and
in his body there was such a noise as it had been the noise of